THE   NEW   MONGOLIA

price agreed upon for his services, but the Mongolian
resolutely refused the tip.

"A bargain is a bargain/' he said proudly. "I've
done no more than I undertook to do.33

Then he extended to us his upturned palms and
we, in turn, placed our palms on top of them, this
being the Mongolian ceremonial mode of salutation.
The Mongolian then turned on his heels and left us
without another word.

Vladimirov's wife was not at home, having earlier
that day gone on a visit to the other end of the city, a
considerable distance away, so the evening meal was
served by Vladimirov's man-servant. After dinner
my host showed me to the "best room/' and while he
returned to the dining-room to discuss domestic
matters with his children and servants I undressed and,
for the first time in many, many weeks, luxuriously
reclined on a real bed.

I was awakened by the noise of shooting, mingled
with the frightened crying of children, which seemed
to come from the cellar. I dressed in a hurry, keeping
well away from the window, through which bullet
after bullet was whizzing into the room, peppering
the opposite wall in an irregular pattern. This went
on for about half an hour, after which the firing
ceased and the din of the explosions was replaced by
the noise of tramping feet, hooting motor-cars and
confused cries. Vtadimirov and I rushed to the
window. Dawn was breaking and in the twilight we